


88 *Tht Two Noble Kinfmen, 

The bliffefall dew of heaven do’s arowze you. 

The powctfall Venus hath grac’d her Altar, 

Aad given y®u your love ; Our Maftec Mart 
Haft vouch’d his Oracle, and to t^rcite gave 
The grace of the Contention : So the Deities 
Have (hewd due juflice : Bcarc this hence. 

T4/. O Cofen, 

That we fhould things defire, which doc coft uj 
The lofle of our defire ; That nought could buy 
Deare Iove,but loflc of deare love. 

Thef, Never Fortune 

Did play a fubtler Gamc:The conquerd triuinphesj 
The viiftor has the Loffe :yet in the paffage. 

The gods have becnc moft cquall : FaUmo»t 
Your kinfeman hath confeft the right ®*th Lady 
Did lye in you, for you firfi faw her, and 
Even then proelaimd your faneie : He reftotd her 
As yoUr ftolne Icwell,and defir’d your ipirie 
To lend him hence fjrgiven ; The gods my juflice 
Take from my hand,and they themielvcs become 
The Executioners ; Leade your Lady off; 

And call your Lovers from the ftage of death. 

Whom I adopt my Frinds. A day or two 
Let us looke radly,and give grace unto 
The Funerall of Ardte^a whole end 
The vifagcs ofBridegroonies wcelcput on 
And fmile with Talamoti'^oi whom an houte. 

But one houre fincej was as dearely ferry. 

As glad of ey^retfe‘,znd am how as gUd, 

As for him foiry. O you heavenly Charmers, 

What things you make of us ? For what wc lacke 
We laugbjfor what we have, arc ferry ftill. 

Arc children in foroe kind. Let us be thankfifull 
For that which js,and with you leave diiputc 
That are above our queftion ; Let’s goc off. 

And bcareiis like the tlaiCj' Tlmlb. £xtmu 

Epilogue* 


EPILOGVE. 

mwouldnow askcje howje like the 
\Butasit is with Schoole Boyes^camot fay, 
im cruellfearefM : pray yet fiay a whUe, ^ 

^jndlet m looke upon ye: No mMfmtl . 

rhen it goes hard I fee Ne that has 

Lovdayonghanfomewenchthenjb^ f 

ris Per am if none be heere^andtfhe wtH 
Jaainfi his Confcience let hm hijfe, andkt 
our Market: TU in vaine, I fee to ft ay yee ^ 

Have at the worft can e ome^then^Noww fyj • . 
Jndyet ntillake me not: 1 ant not bold 
We have no fuch caufe. if ^he tale we have t 

(Fortis no other) an) way content ye) 

(For to that honeftpurpofe it was mtnt ye) 

We have our end j and yejball have ere long 

I darefay many a better, to prolong 

Tour old loves to us : we, and all ourmtght, 
Refatyourfervice, Gentkmen^gooi night, 

Florifli. 


FINIS, 




